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Summary: Love is a double-edged sword. It can redeem and it can 
corrupt. In the end, it all depends on the way you wield it (Or, 
where Dark Pit saves Pit's life and loses control of his own as 
consequence, and Pit has to find a way to balance his devotion to the 
light with his attraction to the 
darkness) . 


Symbiosis 

**Chapter 1: Relentless Overflow** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Pit woke up with a smile on his face, though it took him a minute 
to remember why he was so excited. A moment passed, and he jolted up 
with and exclaimed "Happy birthday!" before springing out of 
bed . <p> 

_Crash !_ 

"Ow..." Pit moaned under his breath as he massaged his knees. Too 
much spring. But that wasn't enough to spoil his good mood. He 
allowed himself one more groan before he got to his feet and hurried 
out of his room. His gazed locking in on the door opposite of his, he 
barreled inside and over to a sleeping Dark Pit. 

Even with all the noise Pit had made, Pittoo hadn't moved a single 
inch. Grinning, Pit bent down, grabbed his darker counterpart by the 
shoulders, and gave him a good shake or three. "Pittoo! Wake 
up ! " 

Dark Pit's eyelids twitched. Pit shook him again, raising his voice. 
"Pittoo! Wakey wakey. Come on, we're burning daylight!" 



"Ugh . . . 


A groan. Progress. 


A devious smile on his face. Pit bent down so his mouth was mere 
inches from Dark Pit's ear. He took a deep breath, gave a quick 
prayer to Lady Palutena, and bellowed out: 

"PITTOO ! " 

"AGH! " 

Dark Pit catapulted awake, eyes wide and hair tousled. His hand, 
clenched into a fist, flung itself at Pit's face, impact halted only 
by Pit's quick reflexes and _excellent _catching skills, thank you 
very much. "Good morning, Pittoo!" Pit sang. 

Dark Pit met Pit's enthusiasm with this: "Do you _have _a death wish, 
or are you just stupid?" 

"Aw, don't be like that, Pittoo. It's not every day you turn 7 years 
old. Time to celebrate!" 

Dark Pit threw his blankets back over himself. "How about no." 

Pit crossed his arms. "You can't spend the whole day in bed, you 
know . " 

"Don't tell me what to do." Said Dark Pit. "My birthday, my choice. 
And I'm choosing _not_ to get up until noon. At least." 

"You do that every day!" 

"Your point?" Dark Pit radiated smugness through the blankets. "Now 
go away . " 

Pit groaned. "Come oonn, man. I got Lady Palutena to set up this huge 
breakfast buffet, and there's cake. _Cake . " _He stressed 
out . 

"...What kind of cake?" 

_Gotchya. _"Your favorite: Chocolate." 

"Ugh." Dark Pit threw aside his covers and glared up at Pit. "You're 
such a pain sometimes." 

"You're welcome." Pit beamed. 

The two angels spent ten minutes getting ready before they made their 
way to the temple dining room. True to Pit's word, the dining table 
was adorned with a plethora of breakfast foods, ranging from omelets 
to sausages to pancakes to muffins of all kinds. In the middle of the 
table was a triple decker chocolate cake, decorated with seven 
candles and covered with- 

"Roses?" Dark Pit turned to Pit, annoyed. "Really?!" 

Pit held his hands up in defense. "Hey, don't look at me! Lady 
Palutena was in charge of the food." 

Dark Pit bit back a growl. "Right. And where is she?" 



"In her room. She said she was feeling tired and we'd have more fun 
without her." Pit laughed. "As if, but there's really no arguing with 
her, so we should probably just let her rest." 

"Riight." Dark Pit started over to the buffet, grabbing a plate and 
splattering it with scrambled eggs. "So, what exactly are we doing? 

It better not be a party. Even ignoring the fact we have no other 
friends, I'm in no mood to sing and dance." 

"You're no fun, Pittoo." Pit said, as he picked out clumps of waffles 
and bacon. The clumps were slightly smaller than what Pit usually 
got; for once, he wasn't ravenous (the same couldn't be said for Dark 
Pit, who had a mini-tower of breakfast foods on his plate) . 

"A plAfata wouldn't be so bad," Dark Pit said thoughtfully, the 
corner of his mouth curling into a smirk. "If it was a plAfata of 
Medusa's face. Man, that ' d be sick." 

Pit didn't bother to suppress a chuckle, but he did protest, 

"That ' s-That ' s kinda harsh." His protest didn't sound particularly 
convincing when it was intermingled with his own laughter. 

"And you have brown hair. Now that we're done stating the 
obvious ..." 

The brunet's laughter subsided, and he replied, "I figured we'd head 
out to the practice range and spar for awhile." 

Dark Pit raised his eyebrows. "You woke me up before noon, on a 
_Saturday_, so we could spar._" _ 

"And cake!" Pit insisted. He frowned. "And you love to spar." 

"Yeah, but the way you were going on, I figured, " Dark Pit shrugged. 
"You might have planned something...! dunno, _special_ or 
whatever . " 

Pit scratched his cheek, unable to help the blush that spread across 
his cheeks. "Oh, I...uh..." 

Taking a bite out of a piece of sausage. Dark Pit asked, "So you did 
plan something." 

"Urn-" 


"What is it?" 

"Nothing!" Pit yelped. His doppelgAnnger gave him a suspicious look, 
and he fidgeted. "Er, well, not _nothing _but, you know, it's a 
surprise ! So . " 

He rubbed the back of his neck and looked away. 

"Geek." Dark Pit rolled his eyes. 

"Grump . " 

Dark Pit smirked and gave Pit a gentle tap on the shoulder with his 
f 1st . "Wimp . " 



Pit put his palm over his shoulder and smiled. 


* * 


* 


><p>"You wanna know what I wished for?" Dark Pit asked as he guarded 
against Pit's attack. As always, the palace courtyard gleamed with 
sunlight. "On those-ah ! -candles , I 
mean . "<p> 

"That ' s-against-the-rules , " Pit grunted in between words as Dark Pit 
blocked him. He fought to ignore the soreness pooling throughout his 
insides. How was he already this tired? "Your wish might not come 
true if you tell me." 

His wooden sword struck Dark Pit in the left abdomen. Dark Pit 
stumbled backwards but quickly regained his footing. "Don't tell me 
you believe that junk." Dark Pit aimed his sword at Pit's legs and 
Pit hand sprung backwards, hiding a pant as he did so. "I doubt a 
birthday wish could get me what I want anyway." 

"Yeah?" Pit's curiosity (and his fatigue) got the better of him. He 
signaled a time out and, propping his weapon upright so he could lean 
against it, asked, "What's that?" 

"What do you _think, _man?" 

Dark Pit's wings flared out. 

Pit's eyes widened slightly. "Oh. Yeah." His own wings suddenly felt 
heavy, as they usually did whenever he thought about their general 
uselessness. Which was about eighty-five percent of the 
time . 

Haughtily, Dark Pit said, "If I could fly, I'd kick your butt no 
problem . " 

Pit scoffed. "Yeah, right. I think you're forgetting the time when 
you_could_ fly and I _still_ beat you. Twice." 

The other angel shrugged. "Luck." 

"Luck had nothing to do with it!" Pit protested vehemently. "I was 
the better man, plain and simple! A-And I still am!" 

"'Man', huh." Dark Pit looked at Pit for a beat, then turned away so 
that Pit was facing his back. "Yeah, right." 

"What's that supposed to mean?" Pit asked, affronted. 

"Nothing." Dark Pit gave a dismissive wave of his hand. "The point 
is, you better keep an eye out, Pitstain. That luck of yours is going 
to run out one day and when it does. I'll be there to knock you down 
a peg . " 

Pit frowned, irked that his battle prowess was once again being 
insulted. However, since it was Pittoo's birthday, he let it go. 
"Yeah. That'll be the day." 

"I'm going to ignore that. Be thankful it's my birthday and I'm in a 



good mood." Dark Pit regarded his lighter counterpart with a small 
grin . 

Pit's heartbeat quickened. "It's time for your surprise!" He blurted 
out, and promptly wanted to smack himself upside the head. 

Dark Pit's smile faded. "What, already?" 

"I-I, er..." If only there was a way to turn back time; Pit was 
ninety-nine percent sure his face was on fire. He'd spent the last 
hour or so thinking over whether he should go through with what he 
had planned for the day. Truth was, it wasn't exactly a birthday 
surprise; it was pure coincidence (and absentmindedness) that Dark 
Pit's birthday coincided with what Pit planned for today, and he 
seriously considered calling it off once he realized this. But he'd 
spent the last two weeks hyping himself up, and he wasn't sure when 
he'd get the courage again, if he ever would. 

Apparently, the fact he still wasn't sure what to do meant squat when 
it came to the sight of Dark Pit's smile. 

Pit mentally sighed. _No turning back now._ He plastered on what he 
hoped was a mellow smile which didn't betray the horses that 
stampeded through his stomach. "Y-Yeah! People are always saying to 
save the best for last, but where's the fun in that? It's almost 
disrespectful, when you think about it, not doing something totally 
amazing first chance you get. And we're not the disrespectful type, 
are we?" 

He pumped his fist in the air, talking more to himself than Dark Pit, 
who looked more and more suspicious the more Pit spoke. 

Dark Pit crossed his arms. "Okay. You're not planning to kill me, are 
you? Because that would be a pretty crappy thing to do on somebody's 
birthday . " 

Pit pouted. "Of course not! It's nothing bad, I promise." 

"Yeah, that's reassuring." 

"..." At a loss for words. Pit fidgeted almost 
embarrassedly . 

"...So? Are we doing this or what?" 

"Yes!" Pit exclaimed quickly. Dark Pit stepped back in surprise. 
"Y-yeah, just-I gotta-uh-come on!" 

Rushing forward, he grabbed Dark Pit's wrist and dragged him to the 
stables, ignoring his protests as they climbed into the Lightning 
Chariot, inherited from the Chariot Master. Once under Viridi ' s 
possession. Pit had managed to . . ._persuade _the goddess to return it 
to him not too long ago. 

The unicorns greeted Pit with a small burst of cheerful neighs but 
ignored Dark Pit, as was the norm. Normally, Pit would have tried to 
reconcile the three, but right then he was a little distracted. 

He commandeered the chariot and hoped his best friend didn't notice 
how Pit's hands were trembling. Pittoo and Lady Palutena always said 



he was an open book, though, so the odds weren't in his favor. In 
fact, they were probably stacked against him. 

Two hours passed when they passed a colony of seagulls. Literally. 

The two angels cried out, and Pit started to slap them away when he 
felt the chariot falter and tremble beneath his feet. He hastened to 
grab the reins as Dark Pit swatted at the seagulls and shouted, 
_You're the one driving, idiot! _ 

Yup. Definitely stacked against him. 

Pit caught the ocean's scent, and exhaled as he directed Phos and Lux 
to the ocean shore, their horns gaining fluorescence from the intense 
sunlight. Pit jumped out of the chariot and turned to Dark Pit, who 
stayed seated and stared at the sun with narrowed eyes before he 
turned to face Pit with a deadpan expression. 

"My special surprise is a trip to the beach? I'm not complaining or 
anything, but seriously, _this_ is why you were being so weird? It's 
just a beach. Pit." 

"It's pretty, right?" Pit asked nervously. "Lady Palutena sent me 
here for a mission once, and it seemed like such a beautiful place. 
You think so too, right?" 

"I don't do pretty," said Dark Pit flatly as he climbed out of the 
chariot. Pit wilted, but didn't say anything. Instead, he gestured 
for his clone to follow him, and the pair headed to the edge of the 
beach where the waves hit the shore. Pit smiled to himself, and 
wondered briefly whether he could convince Dark Pit to take a 
swim . 

Pit kept his gaze fixed on horizon for a few beats before he blurted 
out, "I can't believe you're only seven years old." 

Dark Pit's eyes widened and then narrowed in quick succession. 

"Excuse me?" 

"Uh, no no no, I didn't mean it like that!" Pit waved his hands in 
the air in an attempt to wipe the offense off of Dark Pit's face. "I 
meant-it feels like you've been around longer than that. Like a lot 
longer. It's weird remembering what life was like before you were 
born. It feels like I've known you my entire life." 

Dark Pit raised an eyebrow. "Well, I _am _you, technically. That's 
not really so weird." 

"No, that's not it." Pit said. "You're not me. Not really. You're 
you, and... and it's been really nice having you around. Living with 
you, sparring with you, getting to just hang out together. It ' s . . . I 
can't imagine not doing any of that. You matter so much to me, 

Pittoo. You really do." He laughed nervously. 

The dark-winged angel fidgeted, but otherwise showed no hint of 
emotion other than slight confusion. 

That was a good sign. Probably. Hopefully. Dark Pit was usually much 
easier to read, so Pit wasn't sure. 


He swallowed. Now or never. 



"Pittoo, I 1-" 


A loud, ringing sound interrupted him. Pit scrunched his eyebrows, 
and blinked as his vision was assaulted with countless dark spots. He 
staggered backwards, now hot and clammy, before falling forward. He 
felt a pair of warm, strong arms wrap themselves around him, keeping 
him from falling to the ground. He reveled in the embrace, before 
melting into the darkness. 


End 
f ile . 



